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me that I would buy some chocolate. Telling Abdul Wahid to wait a minute, I walked back to a shop where I had seen some. Standing in front of it were two guides. As I came up one of them remarked, " See, here he is.25 I myself was evidently the subject of their conversation, whatever it might have been. While I was buying my chocolate I heard them carrying on a whispered consultation. As I turned to go they came up to me. One said, "Look here, what country do you come from? We know you are not a Bagdadi! Why all this mystery about it 1 " (My translation is of a somewhat free order.) I said, cc What the devil has it got to do with you ? " "Much," they replied. "Each of us has a right to a particular country, and we want to know which you belong to." I told them so far as I was concerned they could go on wanting, and walked away. They came after me and one caught me by the arm. I threw him off roughly and told him what I thought his mother must have been, while he expressed his opinion that the whole of my ancestors were unbelievers and addicted to a certain vice. Though the first part of this accusation was quite true, I began to get angry. A passage of arms appeared imminent, and weapons were drawn on both sides. At sight of my automatic Colt the bystanders hurriedly took cover, being aware, possibly by experience, of the somewhat comprehensive effects of that weapon. At this juncture, by the special mercy of Providence, our late landlord Iman came down the street accompanied by two friends, and promptly intervened. A crowd was fast collecting, but fortunately the original cause of the quarrel had been by now quite lost to view. In the end we were read a lecture on the evils of brawling in the streets, and reminded that if the watch happened to come along and find us thus engaged, we should suffer for it.
Having once cooled down a little, we were neither of us sorry to forgo our "satisfaction." They knew perfectly well they were in the wrong, and anyway, a beating and imprisonment would scarcely be compensated for by the knowledge that I was getting the same, to say nothing of the chance of absorbing some "450 expanding bullets into their systems during the struggle. So we drew off snarling at each other.